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PO E T's ;Ramble, Ge. 


Sing of neither Hogan Mogen, 

Of Antient or Truſty Trojan : 

Or is my Muſe iſpogd to Babble 

Of ſome ſtrange. Antiquated Fables? 
In bluſt'ring Strains to boaſt or hrag· on, 
How c_ for. England, wy Dragon: 
I _ 1＋. 


o'er a Cup of — y Ale. 
= ED s fa Preamble, 
| g you o'er a = Ramble 
Where 1 in doleful Cogitation, 0 
Have vie w d with mighty. Admira tion, 
The circled Earth and miſty Sky, | 
Where Fajries Dance, Witches Fly; 1 
And Ralph, with Hands o'er flaming Cow-turd, 
Turn Tales and Stories infide outward 3 3 
A 2 | ; Where , 


1 "The Pars Rand 
[ Where Dames, whoſe — * Eyes, would _—_— 


Witktyrn-up-” 
think no 


cada 


Byt come with ſpeed unto the ater. 
In an Age Bleſt with no great Plenty, 
When Wie and Moneyi both we ſcanty, 
I then with quiet Mind poſſeſſing 
The Foets antient Thread-bare Bleſſing 
ogg in a Room (I muit derlape dt) 
| Th call d. for Lofty Jo ound,'s Gar _ 
here as I penſively lay Thinking, 
' One ately after Night's hard Drinking, 
Up came a Man with haſty Look,  . _ 
And open d me hisPotker-Book ; '* . 
At which my Heart began' to fall” me „ 
] thought of noyghir * t who Gawd A n „ 
Good Morn re he) 1 in com#t0 telt 9e. 
of an Eſtate of wig te Je ? ph | 
- Tour Grannum is this ne a 
I; Pleasd with the News; a A a 1 
And 15 my Grannum dend (quot r . 
He anſwer'd me, Tea, verfly; '' _— 4 — 
Thou may ſt believe ms weben, f art 12 ke 2 
Se is as dend at any Herring 3 
Well, if the News be true, ſaid 15 a py I 
Excuſe me that 1 . OW pe cad Soros. 
Since Dis appointed all 4 
For Grief, you know; neither live, - 
Or call Relations from the Grave. 
I lug'd on Hoſe, and fell to dreſſing, 5503 
Few Tears let fan, fmall Grief ex 
fett my Heart ak d, 1-46 proteſt, a 
Theo Fear the Fe TY 
5 4189 241913 11 
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"The: Poey's Ramble 


; 5 | 
When ready, we adjourn'd. to Ale-houſe, 1:1, 412684 
\ * ere Credit ſeldom us d to fail us; 35 1 HA GT | 
nd there I made the Bumphin Fuddle, 
rin muddy Ale had ſeiz d his Noddle 3 
nd then was fore d L two — | 
To lead the Lubber t i IVI 
My Landlord, 'as I paßd the Bar. TAE 4 LA 
d out, Who pays the. Reck ning bere. + 
Said I, Pray take it not amiſs, | ol = 10a . 
temember I muſt pay you this. IE i 
Said he, Pray to prevent Miſtakes, . e Fig at 


"IS 3 as 
as 
y [ 


vill Rae this ma 252 1 10% 1B 
( [Landlord, let no I', Thoughts be barbour'd, 3u0 os Bl 
4g In ſoon be ruh d from. 9 your Bar- board; 4% Da 
IN Pay you in à lictſe Time; . + % 
T doudt, ſays he, 'ewill de in Rhime 1 
For what ſo e er we truſt a Poet, | 
| Our Bar for Seven Tears may ſbo wit; u 
then if Dun'd, all that they {ay 70 T, bet 4 xy x 
2 that Debt's e — 4 4 4 f 
From thence I went to t re & „„ 
In Paſtynook to hire a Beaſt; _.. A $a 
Where one I got on. puration, . 
0 To prevent tedious, A WW DOT. 


A pair of Boots then on 1 Garters, oy a 3 
The Owner ſid, ad Bes Kine roars 325 
With Spurs whoſe inlaid Gallantry, 


were Types of great Antiquity. : 2 
A Girt with a Sw moſt Which in old Wars, , "OS 
Made many Bloody Wounds and Scars; . 
wanoſe Blade was 1.57 rienſive, 0 i ; 
pet felf it knew | 2 
Nis in a Belt of. 127 Hide, + 241 


T think, at leaſt eight Inches wide; 5 


Wich was good Armour, let me tell ye, - 3 
To Guard from Wounds both Back and Delly. N. 
l Thus Mounted I my Noble Steed, 2 
I mis brave order to proceed? 0 mY 


und [NL OE e 


A 


Rs The W 
But by the way my Muſe r is, 
To ſing my Horſes Excellencies ; 
A ſhort Encomium en his P 
With all his comely Looks and 3 
Don Quixot's Steed ne er mov'd fo nim ble, 
When he 9 A A. 
And as for Sha age, he 
The Courſer of Sir High rag er Brafſs's. 
He was, if Jam nor miſtaken, 

As fat as any Hock of Bacon. = 

He'd all his Ribs, I'll boldly fwear ant, 3 
1 told em, dey whe. ſo apparent. 
No Curb he needed, whoſe will ride him, 
Inſtead of that, a Thread wou'd guide him. 
For thus much in his Praiſe I'll fay, 
I never knew him run away. 
Three Legs he d gallop, like a Racer, 
Bur ſtill the fourth would be a Pacer: 
Yet when he ambled, ſure as cou'd be, 
That ſelf fame Leg a Trotter wou'd be; 
What Pace ſo cer he'd into enterr,TRm 
One Leg would ſtill be a Diſſenter. x 
Which makes me apt to think'(Plgue rot him) 
Some Preſbyterian's Cart-Horfe | 
With Whip and Spur, he might xy wk ug. 
Into a Canterbury up 1 
But then on's Knees he'd be fo humble, 
| Each other Step wou d be a Stumble. 


Then wou'd 15 por, whip, curſe and mumble, 
And he poor Jade, fo 2 and grumble, 
| That 'twould have made you laugh to've ſeen us, 
- Such Work ſometimes there was between us. 
He neter wou'd ſweat or tired be, 
Confound him, but he tired me: 
Hail, Rain, ox Shine, he'd in all Weather, 
Trot, ſtumble, gallop, altogether ; 
$0 fierce he'd look when he was prancing, 


With _— — anden vancing; 


The Pay Rambbt. 


Ina through both thick and thin wounl tree it 
- ks faſt as Afs with Tinker's Budgit. ' 
_ Bed rarely ſerve ſome Country — 
To clap his Lazineſss Arſe s, 
pr truly to exchange my Notion, 51 
- Hed finely fit a Spaniards Motion; 
or Whip and = at any Rate, 

. Woutd >. Aung. e him change his Gate. 
Poor Poet neter was mounted thus, 

þ es > cameſe 2 Pegaſus. 
And Madam ſhe to double, 
an old purblind Bitch, my Trouble, 
id that my Caſe might be amended. 
My little Coin was ſoon ex 1 
— on I traveld, hey, gee, Dobdin 
from the Fear of robbing, 
il it grew dark 
Nad then thro* Fear of being aſculted, 
18. nto an Inn my Prancer haulted, 
Vith me upon his Back exalted. 
Where I put up my Steed i th Stable, 
d ſcarce to crawl to th Rack was able. 
hen to look big, I cock'd my Caſter, 
- And bid the Hoſtler call his Maſter, - 
- » [Who when he came, cry'd Welcome dr, 
.7 ETou're welcome into Leiceſter's - 
Ny 22 cold, Sir, d'e defire 
warm you by the Kitchen Fire? 
Here Jack, Tom, Harry, Win, who's there? 
Pray ſet the Gentleman a Chair. 
What News I pray, good , from London? 
Ltold him now King Fames was undone, 
For that the French had made a Peace, 
Which had to Swans rurn'd all bs Gooſe; 
And that the Cath'lick King of n, 
Was well, and ſick, —— — 
— * the News e, 


: „ 
£ 


| My Hoſt reply'd, Mary, good Speed! 

| This is rare dainty News indeed: on 
} Here Thomas, take four Cans and fill em, 

| Ffack we'll drink tby Health brave William; 
And if, good Sir, you will permit me, © 

I with a Can, or two will treat you © 

{ I thank'd him a, 

| And then undaunted as a Trooper, 

| Jask'd him what he had for Supper. 

' He anſwer'd me, rare Duck or Chicken, 
Or Ribs of Beef, where, was good Picking, 
At and good as Knife cou'd ſtickäin, 
In then he called his pretty Daughter, 
| Whoſe Beauty made my Chops to water, 
That I ſhou'd ſcarce have made a+ Scruple, 
Tove lent her Buttons to her Loop-hole, 

As ſhe came in, to ſhew her Breeding, 

| She drop a Court .ſie moſt exceeding ; 

| I roſe and kiſs her as I ſhoutd do. 

And gave her Earneſt, what I wou'd do. 

With fine white Hands, lay<d croſs her Belly, 

| She look'd ſo tempting, let me tell ye; 

Her Lips ſo melting, ſoft, and tender, 
They did ſo ſweet a Kiſs furrender, 

| That Pego like an upſtart Hector, 
Finding how much I did affect her, 
Would fain have rul'd as Lord protector. 
Inflamid by one ſo like a Goddeſs, 
1 ſcarce cou'd keep him in my Codpiſs. 

| By this Time ſne had brought in Supper. 
Then at the Tablets End that's upper, 
My Landlord ſet his brawny Crupper. 
With Eyes t*wards Heaven devoũtiy caſt, 

As i it were to be hi laſt. 

He ſaid a Grace, às 1 conjefture; 1 D 1128. 21 
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As long as any Evening Legture. I — Of 
His next Oration bei Shae! 724 £1: 1 mY 1 Kaif i 
Fall on, you're welcome Geutlmenz 474 
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I The Meat being cold, had ſome grilliadod. 


> Ri. 


(Being half fuddled) was Religion. 
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| The Poet s Ramble. 


I which he had ſpoke, but I no ſooner, 


Fell on as fierce as a Dragoonerz 
Icut and flaſh'd, and carbonadoid, 


We ſate not long upon our Haunches, | 
Eter we had all well ſtufd our Paunches. 
Hiding with's Hat an ugly Face, 

My Landlord then ſaid Afﬀter-grace 

And then in Order to be drunk, 1 
Each gave his Word for Drink, and Funk. 
Then naſty Cans, well lin'd with Roſin, 
Were brought us up by the whole Dozen. 
An Alderman both grave and wiſe, 

Did from his Elbow chair ariſe; 
Plucks off his Hat from his bare Noddle, 
And thus towards me preſents his Fuddle. 
Here, honeſt Maſter here's to thee, 
To England's Church Proſperity , 


That dard t ſpeak a Word again it. | 
Aſter we'd cuf'd about the Ale, :- un 
And each in's Turn had told his Tale; 

The following Point we chanc'd to pitch on, 


Then one begins in a great Rapture, 
And runs a gleaning through the Scripture, 
To prove it moſt divinely true, 0 
That Balaam and his Aſs were two; 

At which, I then claptin a Word, 
And ſwote by the -d, he made the third: 
Then up ſtarts he in mighty Anger, 

And ſwore, but that I was a Stranger, 

Or elſe he further wou'd contend on't, 


Then bit his Nails, and there's an End on't, 


Another he breaths forth an Hick-up, 
And gravely then began to ſpeak up, 


_ That he'd before the World maintain, 


e damn d herſelf for a Pearmain. 
2 . 


10 The hoer Ras l. 
] rold him no, 'twas Fruit mueh fœeeter, 
Of a more noble charming dsrwiee, | 
That made her liquoriſſi to iter, 
At which he skip'tl; 46 Evafions. 
From Geneſis to the R#v4ldbidhs 3 
At laſt to the Clouds bis Haney tot him; 
Like Doctor Sherley, there WE loſt him. 
A third, who being mire ſedatt 
And ſeem d not much to care to plate, 
Would now and then 
dome godly Phraſe from Th 
And then begun, to tell a * 
Of Limbo, and of Purgatoiy; 
And quoted much of St. Gregor 
My Landlord who had long ſate fient, 
At this poor Saint Fre ve vilenr; 
Saying he was (excuſe miſtaking,) 
A Popiſh Saint o the Devil's ridking, - 
And then rail'd furteufy on + 
Againſt the Whore of Babylon; © © 
Telling us many dreadfill Stories; 
Of Maſſacree? and PFurgardfies: 
And how theit bloody © wall broil us; 
Stew, frigaſie, nay bale or 
and were ſo exquiſite in Evil, 
In wicked Snares they trap the 
Then one we 2 _— 4 | 
Spoke him ſome Feſt 7 Hoy 
Aroſe, and cr 7 he was 
Profeſs'd the ume, ànd valu 7 Nan; 
He huffs and poi, looks big aud 
Speaks great Words to my Hoft 
And ſtaggering ſwore, his 5885 
St. Gregory Was an bites ends; 


o 
* 


chunt reins ws, 


7 


And as for baking; brofting; W | 
He vaw'd to G—&; Twas at W d lying, 
Then one, a Chu Sar the Tow, 


# tat fame Word n frown, - 


; # is L 


Ine ſmartly took waned a 5 
: Which truly made us 


pleafant iy 
Says he, I'll hold you (SirYa: Shilling, | 
rn prove the Pope to be a Villain: 
That no ſuch Pow'r te him is given, 
With's Bulls to toſs a Mau to Heaven. 
With that ſuch Noiſe * while, 
Loud as the Catarads of Wile | 
Each ſtrain'd his Lungs —— rating; 
No ſweeter Muſick at Bear Deating: 
Noiſe through the whole Society wand; 
I For th' better Part of Argument. 

He that bawl'd loudeſt, we all cry LY 
Had the moſt Reaſon on his Side. . 

Then one he made a lond Orations. . | | 5 


Thumping the Table in Vindication — 

O the Pope, and Tranſubſtantiation. 

At which the Pſalmiſt ge fo angrys. — 

He roar d like one Tee with — 5 | 

At laſt, being rais'd (thro' Indigngtion) 1 27 

To th' higheſt Pitch of Diſputation; 

Each learned Point, to tell <p 

Ended in you lie Sir, and-you-lie, 
Thus fir'd by Heat of Argument, 

The Diſputants to Boxing. went; 

That Blows might give Determination, -TE6-31 

To their deep Point in tion. 11 

To it they fell and bang d each other, 1374 8 


midſt the Spittle, Sew, 3 
he Pi 


pes and Noggins flew about, 
d Candles all were ſoon - ent 
hilſt I at Diſtance ſtole avay, 9 
Not caring for the Heat o t Fray, | <. 
et ſtood where I mighe ſee fair __ GEES - 
or Poets (tho' they oft — 41 
reed Quarrels)-ſe 
0 bo ur'd with Honeut 
ch m ſtood the B 


| , 

| 12 The Poets Ramble. 

| One ſcratch'd and cla wd like any Ferret, 
Laſt t'other gave him ſuch a Wherret, 

Who bing aſtoniſh'd at the Cuff, 

Cry'd out, 0 . d I have enough. 


The mighty Conqueror then fate down, 
| With torn Cloaths and broken Crown. 
His Victim from the ground aroſe, 

| Firſt blow'd, and then he wip'd his Noſe; 
Wich truly much reviv'd the Noddy, 
Io find 'twas ſnotty more than bloody. 


The Clark, who ſtood in Vindication 
Of England's 9 Church, and Nation, 
With painful Threſhing let us ſee 
How he cou d maul down Popery. 
When the ſmart Combat thus was ended, 
Avd the Clark's Courage much commended, 
To make the Cham pions both amends, 
We all agreed they hould de Friends, 
Provided they would each be willing, 
On that Account to ſpend a Shilling, 
They anſwer'd yes, it it were ten, 
And ſo ſhook Hands like honeſt Men.” 
The Tapſter he began to can, 
To fill the Jug that held a Gallo. 
Who ſhould ſtep in, from out the Gate-way,s + 
But our Church-Ceſar's Cleopatra?  ' wa 
Who ent'ring in a mighty Paſſion, ' - CS LOOT. 
Gave her great Lord this Salutation. 5 
«© You Rogue, you Raſcal, are you not, | 5 £ 


© En en titan: 


“ A filly, ſory Sap head Sot, | 

4 To thus ſit hugging ofa Pot; —_ 
“% And let your Poor young Infants mutter 

„ At Home for want of Bread and Butter? 

„ "You'll find, you Beaſt; your Guzling Ale 

« Will one Day bring you to a Goal. 

“ Be Judge your ſelf; would it not vex one, 

« To ſee how handſamely the Sexton 


„ 


The Poet s Ramble 
4 Maintains his Wife and Family, ine nee 
« In all her Silks and Bravery , ; 97 | loi 
« When 1, tis well known fince my Marriage, 645 * 
« Have wanted Bread to Crumb my vorriage, ' 4 38017 
« And you that art the Clark o th Pariſh, 24 210 T 
4 In Ale (you Sot) to be ſo La vin? 
I will appeal is't not a hard thing, zune A 
« No one will truſt us for a Farthing? % 10041 
« Nay, don't you grin and thus perplex me: 0 cio? HHS 
« I vow to G—d if once b & ve mes y ©. eb Ens 
« You know I ſhall not be afraid e £50! aur nut 
« To fling the Flaggon at your Head, i be 
er You're a fit Man to. ſay Gods Word nut 6 al 
« You ſay Amen ! You ſay a T=d! "| + + as 12 
-« Theſe Practices you know are evi UG 14 19V 2? l I 
« You Clerk to th Church? You ITY bein. 0 


« Riſe and go Home, of by my Soul, Of FROAE $75! 4 
« TI ſplit yo ur Noddle with the Bowl. ei ee 
The Noddy fearing to diſobey," , oh wt i abauow-z! 4 
Aroſe, took leave, and went away.” - fob — Fd 
Rio 1240 2G 181125 


The reſt, as well as he, God-wot, 
Bing govern'd by the Petticoat... © 
Fearing their Wives ks Indig hationg!#) 54 10 5 9 5 +574 
Should blow up our Aſſociation}7*5 r no 1 2 9h 
Wich ſparkling Eyes an! flamin Noſe; | uon gvoiled. 

They all reel'd Home unto their" b z 20 ml 
Leaving my Hoſt and I to rate, An 127 eam Wag 
Of ſome Affairs conetrning ten. ru. io all 
Says he, What if the Ring of Span 44 
Should die ? I pray you," Sir, Rar hen? 37 215519 gd} £ 
Why then, ſaid I, to 1 you true h 1% Thad 1M 
The Lord knows what wit then e, e015 ny wit 

To the great Good of God knows .. 7 214%: 10 
Then one Man very High will grow; $113 715 well ob 2'3 
Another tumble down-as W f 1 My 
The ſame Thing as it was you! OW: |. lie m 28087 29 
About a hundred Years ago; 1 bn of 


As Baker's Chronicle will 33 14016 {in ls, aff 
4 nn £4&-{n5! Dein ich a f 


ti, 14901 7.4 9: For 8 91 417 D 1970 
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| God end us then a derter Change, * 
| Thar u nts we i or udled, 
Thus like-true Ste we: nei 
| Till drunk, and ſo to F 


drouſie Ti ke, who LEE 


From Chimn Cor 
His Bunch of | +b to 
And kindles up a Fay Ing. 


«5 , 50 + ts 
mighty ſtrange, | 
h 2 n ge Tra 
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74 M1634 © 
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led not upon ruſt 
[do believe thou thinks 


Bo well until 
With this 


mnvey'd | | | 
a me to a noh Rem, 
* 0 - | > | 
; 3 * 2 r 
os l . 5 1 7 | . 
* | $62 1 1 ts 
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| The Pers RI. 
. | wherein all Night I flept 4tid fhöat d 
- | spew'd belch'd, and fared] 125 i 
Waking i'th' Morning 5 vety fry 
- Drunk oer Night, the Keaton why) 
Ii thump'd and roar fike any Dragon, - 
Tin quench' dm my Þ! Drought with double #iajon. 
Then roſe (auf titat which made me caged 
As tiff as Stone-horſe from His Litter; 
For merry Wifes will y, by Mich, 
It is a noble Sigh of Health ; 
Altho' aſham'd to let us bear em. 
ſt we, unlucky Wags, 55x Jer en. 
f y obſolete e 
» | Disfigur'd much with k Holes And Rents, 
+ [ en put on my Tilter hanging. 
Line Beau of very anfich 4 
| Fhen with a bold, not brazen Fact; 
Did to my Hoſt make known ty C 
down right Words (t'ayoid Tufpicton) 
open'd plain my Job N „ | 
My Landlord grin'd, ſetateh d, num d, * hav, 
And then his Fingers e 6 


| © To me you Ay: #4 Sir; 1e 4 oranger, 
© And yet 1 ho ere 2 
ꝝut chat your Moneyd atd 50 Lands 


© Will quickly come into your Hands ; 

And then, I pray Sir, when you tat, 

© Take care to prove 2 4 6 Man. 

Since tis as 12 all | 
I. You're Welcome, tho' ary Sat Pay. 

| Tho' he ſpoke fair, Lknow he Ly'a; 
What his Tongde id, his Looks 7 d. 
Howe ſer I gave him thanks for Anſwer 3 
ind ſo beſtride my Noble Francer, 

Ino having 2 Ale devour d, 


N Ta, 1.4 q — 
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16 The Poet's Ramble 
To my Attorneys than I Rad, 
To ask of him how Matters ſtood, © 
Who told me Grany's Will (in fine) 
Was made quite oppoſite to mine: 


That my Pretentions all were nought, 
For the had given ev ryGroat (DENA 
T her Daughter Doll that liv'd i'th* Houſe, 
And had not left poor Ned a Souſe. | 
This baulk'd my hopes of being Rich, | 
- And made me Scratch, where't did not Itch. 
No Money left (thought I) O ſad, 
Nor Credit neither, that's as bad: 
A glander d, tird founder 'd Horſe, 
Ads-heartly- wounds, tis worſe and worſe; 
Was ever Wretch beneath this Curſe ? 
I ask d the Scribe to lend's a Guinea, 
He Sneez'd, and ſaid, he had not any; 
I 6fell to a Crown and then he ſwore, 
He'd pay d it all but juſt before; 
No borr' wing P—t—ls of a Whore. 
My Nag and I, then turn'd our Arſes, 5” 
And breath'd out, in Revenge, theſe Curſes. 
The Gout Afflict thy Hands and Toes, 
And may thy Reigns be always Froze; 
May'{ thou be Plagu'd with Cough all Night, 
And hard Bound when thou go'ſt to &—e 
Thus Jade and I, for want of Pence, | 
Became the Care of Providence, 
Who brought us ſafely up to Town, 
| But poor as when we firſt went down. 
Poets I find, in ſpight of Fate, 
Are never to be Rich or Great: 
Their wealthy Store conſiſts in Thought, 
Born never to be worth a Groat. | 
_ Heav'ns Will ſhall ne er want my Conſent, | 
What e er's my Lot I'll be Content; — 
And bear with Patience, what I can't Prevent. 
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REFLECTIONS 


„ 


Country Corporation. 


E Town's an antient Corporation, 
Where Women hold a Toleration, | 
For univerſal Copulation. 


of what Degree ſo er, or Function, 
The Females never want Con junction, 
80 great's their Love twards Humane Unction. 


Adultery and Fornication, | | 
j Are practicd through the Corporation, 
As proper Means for Generation. 


Machonlche. and tow Grathy: , 


Cuckolds and Mifers here are 
Many 
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138 Neflections on a Country Corporation. 
Their Juſtices, to ſpeak the beſt on E 

Are Country Squires: the People reſt on; 
But Fools enough you need not queſtion. 


Honeſt Men precious are as Rubies; 
Their Mayors ſucceſſively are Boobies, 
And Aldermen great brawny Loobies. 


The Topo'the Town are Petty-Foggers, 
The Mean, are Mercers and Corn-Fobbers, 
The Loweſt, common Whores and Robbers. 


4 s for Religions, there are many 
Profeſs'd, but few that practice any 5 
+ They{ddeny G d to gain a Penny. 


' The puny Sort, are Rind of Frantifks, | | Tt 
Who pray and prate on Stools like Anticks, Eno: 


| Follow'd by ſpiritual Pedanticks. To f 
Tea and Nay's their Communication, | T 

| Swearing they hold's Abomination, _ lo u 
But Whoring as a fmall Tranſgreſſion. Wes 
They cackle Doctrine by the Spirit, T 
who lies, and ſays they ſhall inherit II do 
A Heavenly Kindom, by their Merit. | Cou 
| T 
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But 


Wo rule the Roaſt it all Etedtions,  * © 
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+ And with Delight bf dran io Ann | Bat 
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I Could fave their Necks,. by their right 


Remarks on a Country Corporation. 
Theſe are the goidy Tribes we read of, 


Who cut the Royal Martyrs Head off; 
heſe are the Rogues Old Nick has Need of. 


80 fix d, their Principles n ne er alter, 
do honeſt, each deſerves a Halter; 
$0 learn d, ſcarce one can read his Pfalter. 


Tis true, the Paſtors of the Zealous, 
Such Doctrines will in Tub reveal us, 
ou'd W from 1 


At ſuch dee 2 Notions ; they be mackion, 
That all the tedious Hours they*re teaching, 
You'd think them Conjuring not Preaching. 


Their Law yers too, by God's great Mercy, 
Enough of Latin can rehearſe ye, 
To fill up WN . 


To give more ample Definition, 
Of theſe, the Sowers of Sedition, - 
Wee dot by Way of Suppoſition, | 


They thi Benefit o'the Clergy neediog, . 
I doubt but few, far all their Fleading,, 
Reading, 


The Chief of theſe the Town relies on, 
And thinks he is à very wiſe one. 


Aut honeſty Ae tht Fciſeman. 
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| If all the Tribe were Fools, what then? 
They may be wiſer, God knows when; 
But Cuckolds * Wives ſay Amen. N 
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In colour much like to a Cinder, 
hin and ſo Fine, it is my Deſign, 


1 Shirt 1 have on, little better than none, 
| l T 
E I preſent i it the Muſes or Tinder. 


| My Blew Fuſtian Breeches, ſo fallen are in Stitches, 
You may ſee what my Legs have between-' em, 

My Pockets all four, I'm a don of a 3 

1 Ifthe Devil a Penny be in em. 


WE. 


A Hat Thave on, which ſo Greaſie is grown, | 
It remarkable ib for it's Shining _ 


One ſide is ſtiteh d up: ĩnſtead of Button and Loop, 
But the Devil a it of a Lining. 


My Coat it is turn'd, with the ; Piſs-Burn' d 
So out at the Arm- its and and 8 
That I look as abſurd, as a &a. man on Board, 

3 "Ft has ln ES Year i in the Bilboes. 


* ER desen tis ike; bt the Devil a Shoe, | 
1 I am forc'd to weat Boots all Weathers, 


Till I've broke my Spur-Rowls, and damn'd my Boot gole 
M 


And confounded my Upper Leathers, 


Author 8 Lamentation. vi 
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The Author's Lamentation. E 

My Beard is grown long, as Hogs Briſtles and nrong Lou 
Which the Wenches fo Woundily ſtarear, 


2 5 The colour is Whey, mix d with Orange and Grey, : 
29 nd « little: ee. i 
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1 have a bag Sword, you may takt on 10 Word, 
For the Blade is a Toledo Truſty, 

The Handle is bound, with a black Ribon round, 
And the Basket-Hilt Daranable Ruſty, | 


H. 2144 Jbu but ken, the-ſad State Pwas in, | 
*F _You'd not find ſuch a Poet i in Twenty, Wy 5 £ 

rd nothing that's full, but my Shirt and my Skull, 

For my Gurs and my | | were i Hope. #7 


As true as [ live, I have but one Serv; INT 145 Þ 

Which I wear in the Room of a Cravat, 8 

* this 2 I wait, to get an Eſtate, 5 . 
* he Devil knows hen] I an 1 Wo 
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